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RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  BELOVED  MOTHER, 


"  Those  angel  forms  may  guard  our  way, 
Weave  the  blest  chaplet  for  our  brows 
And  guide  our  footsteps  lest  we  stray." 


"  The  melancholy  days"  were  fast  approaching 
"  the  saddest  of  the  year."  The  gorgeous  hues 
of  autumn  seemed  silent  prophets, — harbingers 
of  desolation.  Nature,  about  to  fade  and  die, 
was  more  beautiful  than  in  her  earliest  bloom. 

In  Northern  latitudes,  the  transition,  from  the 
brilliant  autumnal  tints,  to  the  sad  wintry  hues, 
is  so  rapid,  that  to  a  mind  in  melancholy  mood, 
the  trees,  proudly  waving  their  crimson  plumes, 
suggest  thoughts  of  change,  decay  and  death. 
How  soon  is  the  rainbow  tinted  costume  laid 
aside  for  the  russet  mantle,  and  the  russet  mantle 
for  the  snowy  shroud. 

At  this  season,  the  harvest  moon  lingers  in  her 
pathway,  and  casts  over  earth  her  brightest, 
purest  light.  On  such  a  night, — an  October 
evening, — we  bade  adieu  to  our  happy  highland 
home.      Sorrow   brooded   over    that    home, — 
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the  household  was  disbanded, — the  furniture 
removed.  Every  article  was  precious, — for  so 
many  associations  were  clustering  around  them, 
that  they  seemed  like  things  of  life.  While 
wandering  about  that  desolate  mansion  on  that 
night,  to  look  a  farewell  to  each  beloved  spot, — 
to  the  favorite  chamber,  from  whose  windows 
we  had  often  viewed  the  mountains,  "in  orient 
purple  dressed," — to  the  halls,  which  had  echoed 
light  footsteps  and  glad  voices, — the  hearth-stone, 
about  which  our  scattered  band  had  so  oftened 
gathered,  to  unite  in  orisons  and  to  receive  the 
paternal  benediction, — the  piazza,  where,  hour 
after  hour,  we,  in  "  converse  sweet,"  had  watched 
the  evening  star,  beaming,  in  silvery  light,  through 

the   curtaining  woodbine, the   thought,   that 

we  were  leaving  forever  that  cherished  home, 
overwhelmed  the  heart  with  grief  too  painful  for 
expression. 

Weeping,  we  said  adieu  to  many  a  trusted 
friend,  and  turning  from  our  long  loved  home, 
we  passed  the  spot  so  "  sadly  loved,"  where  the 

sleepers    rest    in    unbroken    silence. Here 

memory  lingers. — It  is  a  peopled  spot, — that 
village  grave-yard,  and  many  a  friend  rests  there. 
We  have  wandered  among  those  tombs  at 
evening  hour,  when  the  last  rays  of  the  setting 
sun  were  gleaming  through  the  dark  foliage  of 
the  grove  near  by,  and  when  the  pale  moon, 
with  its  chastened  rays,  revealed  the  cold  marble 
which  covered  the  home  of  the  dead. 

How  much  of  grief  and  suffering  mingles  with 
the  story  of  that  grave-yard  ?  How  many  of  the 
beloved  are  garnered  there  ?  No  more  shall  we 
see  them  in  the  social  circle,  or  amid  the  family 
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group  ;  but  shall  we  not  see  them  again  in  the 
"mansions  in  our  Father's  house/"  Their 
beaming  smiles  and  glad  welcome,  linger  yet  on 
our  hearts.  No  more  will  they  greet  us  in 
their  earthly  homes,  but  will  they  not,  from 
the  heavenly  hills,  beside  the  chrystal  stream, 
beneath  the  tree  of  life,  welcome  us  ?  And 
shall  it  be  in  vain  that  the  dark,  cold  grave 
hides  from  us  the  smile  of  love,  and  the  heart 
of  affection  ?  O !  may  "  spiritual  roses  bloom 
about  these  graves,"  and  may  heavenly  virtues 
spring  up  in  hearts  made  desolate  by  earthly 
bereavements. 

There  are  moments  when  earth's  brightest 
scenes  and  best  gifts  fade  to  insignificance.  It 
is  when  Faith  points  to  the  home  of  the  loved 
and  lost, — when  she  opens  for  us  the  gates  of 
the  Holy  City — the  New  Jerusalem — and  reveals 
to  us  the  angel  bands,  encircled  by  a  halo  of 
glory,  and  tells  us  of  the  noble  employments 
and  eternal  purity  of  the  regenerated  spirit. 

In  our  village  grave-yard,  many  dear  to  us  are 
gathered,  and  it  was  sad  to  say  adieu  to  the 
sleepers  there.  Within  those  hallowed  grounds 
there  is  a  sacred  spot,  about  which  memory  and 
affection  hovers.  Wherever  we  wander,  our 
hearts  will  return  to  that  grave.  There  we  left 
her,  with  her  cherub  babe,  amid  the  wintry 
snows.  That  loving,  devoted  mother,  whose 
heart  so  lately  glowed  with  maternal  love,  now 
held,  in  death's  cold  embrace,  her  marble  infant. 
Many  a  summer's  sun  has  shone  on  that  grave, 
and  flowers, — types  and  shadows  of  better 
things,  are  there.  On  that  sacred  spot  a  rose 
tree  blooms.    From  it  a  floweret  and  its  sheltered 
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bud  were  gathered.  Emblems  they  seemed  of 
those  on  whose  grave  they  bloomed.  The  rose 
in  full  beauty,  was  removed  from  the  spot  it 
adorned.  The  little  rose-bud  was  not  torn 
from  the  flower  that  loved  it,  nor  was  it  left 
unsheltered,  to  be  swept  by  rude  winds.  Gently 
and  at  once,  both  were  borne  away.  Precious 
emblems !  they  breathe  a  language  for  the  heart 
of  affection  to  interpret.  I  gazed  upon  them, 
while  they  told  me  of  cherished  and  departed 
ones,  until  I  loved  these  flowers, — these  little 
faded  flowers. 

It  is  not  easy  to  do  justice  to  the  virtues  of 
our  mother, — and  yet  there  are  reminiscences 
which  we  would  recall,  and  we  would  rescue 
from  oblivion's  wave  the  chaplets  woven  by  the 
hand  of  friendship.  So  devoted  was  she  to  her 
family, — so  untiring  in  her  efforts  for  our  comfort 
and  happiness,  that  a  gleam  of  light,  from  our 
childhood's  home,  even  now,  while  we  wander 
in  a  stranger's  land,  falls  on  us.  Our  mother 
possessed  that  equanimity  of  temper  which  is 
of  so  high  a  price.  Her  cheerful  spirit, — her 
self-command, — her  resignation,  can  never  be 
forgotten.  Her  love  was  universal,  her  sympathy 
unbounded.  Unassuming  and  gentle  in  her 
manners,  all  loved  but  none  feared  her.     Do  call 

and  see  Mrs. ,  a  stranger  lady  of  repute, — 

she   is  not  ■proud  but   like  Mrs.  B ,  said  a 

neighbour  of  ours  to  a  friend,  A  simple  eulogy, 
but  truthful  and  expressive.  To  the  stranger 
she  gave  a  hospitable  reception,  and  the  cordial 
welcome  and  affectionate  hospitality,  which  has 
so  often  been  extended  to  her  children,  when 
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scattered  abroad,  seems  to  them  as  a  part  of  the 
legacy  bequeathed  by  a  sainted  parent.  She 
engaged  in  works  of  benevolence,  nor  did  she 
shrink  from  the  most  self-sacrificing  act  of 
charity.  She  has  been  known  to  take  the  babe 
of  a  wandering  beggar,  and  to  wash  and  dress 
and  feed  the  unhappy  infant,  and  then  return  it 
refreshed,  to  its  wondering,  grateful  mother. 

From  early  childhood  she  possessed  those 
qualities  which  endeared  her  to  all  who  knew 
her.  Samuel  Knapp,*  in  his  Female  Biography, 
says  of  her — "  She  was  the  charm  of  the  social 
circle  in  that  delightful  town  (A******).  Her 
father's  house  was  a  pleasant  place,  for  those 
who  were  engaged  in  literary  pursuits,  to  spend  a 
social  evening.  They  had  a  kind  reception,  and 
were  sure  of  an  hour's  improving  conversation. 
Subjects  of  a  literary  nature  were  discussed, 
without  staidness  or  controversy.  It  was  a 
family  circle  which  every  one  in  the  neighborhood 
was  happy  in  being  permitted  to  enter.  Miss  P. 
met  her  friends  with  a  sweet  smile,  and  where 
she  was,  all  were  sure  to  be  happy." 

And,  again,  speaking  of  her  as  the  wife  of  a 
clergyman  in  Massachusetts,  the  same  writer 
remarks, — "  Here,  a  new  circle  of  duties  fell  to 
her  share.  It  is  one  of  the  most  difficult  tasks 
in  the  world,  to  act  the  clergyman's  wife  in 
New  England.  Every  eye  is  upon  her ;  if  too 
solemn,  they  complain ;  and  if  of  a  cheerful, 
lively  disposition,  they  seem  to  doubt  her  piety. 
But  Mrs.  B.  had  nothing  to  change,  no  habit  to 
correct.  She  was  soon  as  popular  there,  as  a 
matron,  as  she  had  been  in  her  father's  house 

*  Since  deceased. 
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as  a  young  lady.  She  visited  the  sick,  fed  and 
clothed  the  poor,  and  rejoiced  with  the  happy. 
She  was  orthodox,  according  to  the  faith  of  her 

fathers,  but    the  Unitarians  in  D— -,  were 

foremost  in  her  praise,  for  her  virtues  did  not 
depend  upon  creeds.  She  would  have  been 
pious  under  any  form  of  belief. 

Some  years  after  the  settlement  of  Mr.  B.  in 

D ,  he  was  appointed  President  of  M 

College,  an  office  for  which  he  was  eminently 
qualified.  He  was  learned,  pious,  social,  dignified, 
and  possessed  a  happy  faculty  of  inspiring  respect 
and  confidence.  The  institution  has  flourished 
under  his  auspices,  and  is  now  one  of  the  most 
reputable  in  New  England.  Mrs.  B.  was  precisely 
fitted  for  her  new  situation.  Accustomed  to  see 
company  without  parade, — to  make  her  house 
the  resort  for  the  enlightened,  in  an  easy  and 
pleasant  way,  she  had  nothing  new  to  learn,  but 
only  to  pursue  the  course  she  had  followed  from 
childhood.  The  same  round  of  philanthropic 
deeds,  and  the  same  Christian  courtesies,  made 
her  as  happy  here,  as  it  had  done  when  her 
usefulness  was  more  confined.  She  had  a  large 
family  of  children,  and  spared  no  pains  in 
instructing  them.  Most  deeply  was  she  mourned 
by  all  who  ever  knew  her,  in  any  walk  of  life. 
She  had  genius,  taste,  good  sense,  equanimity 
and  sweetness  of  disposition.  Her  religion  was 
the  bright,  hopeful,  soul-cheering  being,  who 
descended  from  heaven  to  bless  mankind,  when 
the  Saviour  of  mankind  walked  the  earth,  and 
gave  his  commandments  of  love  to  mankind. 
Such  women  should  be  held  up  as  examples  for 
our  esteem,  for  all  may  profit  by  them." 


A     BELOVED      MOTHER.  9 

The  weeping  friends  who  circled  about  her 
desolate  family,  administering  their  tenderest 
sympathies  and  most  efficient  aid,  to  her  bereaved 
and  helpless  ones,  testified  how  truly  she  was 
loved,  and  how  deeply  she  was  mourned,  by  the 
people  among  whom  she  dwelt. 

"  The  memory  of  this  excellent  woman,"  said 
our  village  paper,  "  will  long  be  fondly  cherished 
by  the  people  of  this  village.  In  her  were 
concentrated,  in  an  eminent  degree,  those  gentle 
and  amiable  graces  which  impart  a  peculiar 
charm  to  the  female  character.  The  patience, 
composure  and  even  cheerfulness  with  which,  in 
the  midst  of  the  most  agonizing  sufferings,  she 
resigned  herself  into  the  hands  of  her  Redeemer, 
were  astonishing  to  those  who  witnessed  her 
expiring  moments  ;  evincing,  in  the  most  striking 
manner,  that  death  has  no  sting  when  Christian 
faith,  grounded  on  a  life  of  practical  piity, 
sustains  the  victim." 

She  early  exhibited  an  interest  in  the  subject 
of  religion,  and  although  ever  unoffending  and 
unobtrusive,  she  sought  opportunities  to  extend 
and  promote  the  cause  she  best  loved. 

In  an  obituary  notice  of  our  mother,  written 
by  Rev.  Dr.  C,  a  friend  honored  and  beloved  by 
her,  and  published  in  the  Boston  Recorder,  the 
writer  says,  "  At  that  period  of  life,  when  the 
warm  and  ardent  feelings  of  youth  too  often 
incline  them  to  seek  for  happiness  in  the 
indulgence  of  a  taste  for  worldly  amusements, 
she  made  her  deliberate  choice  of  a  better 
portion,  and  separating  from  the  world,  in  the 
bloom  of  youth,  solemnly  devoted  herself  to  the 
service  of  her  God  and  Saviour. 
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Her  early  and  decided  piety,  rendered  her 
singularly  well  qualified  to  share  in  all  the 
responsibilities,  to  sympathize  in  the  trials,  and 
to  alleviate  the  burdens  of  the  Christian  minister; 
for  she  possessed  a  strength  of  judgment,  a 
firmness  of  purpose,  and  an  elevation  of  piety, 
which  admirably  fitted  her  for  the  station  in  life 
which  she  was  called,  in  the  providence  of  God, 
to  fill. 

In  the  domestic  relations  which  Mrs.  B. 
sustained,  her  character  appeared  to  the  greatest 
advantage.  The  ministerial  duties  and  trials  of 
her  husband  were  greatly  facilitated  and  lightened 
by  her  cheerful  co-operation  and  affectionate 
sympathy.  She  was  always  ready  to  make  any 
sacrifices  of  personal  comfort,  and  to  submit  to 
any  self-denial,  rather  than,  in  the  least  degree, 
impede  the  minister  of  Christ  in  the  faithful 
performance  of  his  duty.  From  her  he  never 
suffered  any  temptation  to  keep  back  part  of  the 
truth,  or  to  temporise  with  the  souls  of  men  ; — 
but  he  was  ever  excited  by  her  to  increasing 
diligence  in  his  Master's  service. 

With  laborious  diligence,  she  assumed  the 
principal  care  of  a  young  and  very  numerous 
family,  to  relieve,  as  far  as  possible,  the 
companion  of  her  life  from  domestic  occupations, 
that  he  might  devote  himself  more  exclusively  to 
the  ministry  and  to  those  many  benevolent 
objects  of  the  present  day  which  have  ever 
claimed  and  received  his  efficient  aid.  But  with 
what  fidelity  she  discharged  the  duties  of  a  wife 
and  mother,  the  grief  of  her  nearest  earthly 
friend  and  the  tears  of  her  children  bear  ample 
testimony.     Upon  their  sorrows  we  would  not 
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intrude.  Their  breach  is  great  like  the  sea, 
and  their  consolation,  we  doubt  not,  will  be  found 
in  the  supports  of  religion,  and  in  the  sweet 
remembrance  of  departed  worth. 

With  respect  to  the  estimation  in  which  Mrs. 
B.  was  held  in  the  society  with  which  she  was 
immediately  connected,  and  in  the  ministerial, 
and  other  circles  to  which  that  connection 
introduced  her,  we  may  speak  with  more 
freedom, — for  it  was  in  such  situations,  the 
writer  of  this  imperfect  sketch,  as  well  as  many 
other  Christian  friends,  will  nevar  cease  to 
remember  her  with  the  tenderest  regard. 

Possessed  of  a  sound  judgment,  her  advice  was 
truly  valuable.  There  was  a  disinterestedness 
in  her  character,  that  raised  her  above  those 
selfish  considerations  which  often  intercept  the 
course  and  chill  the  warmth  of  true  friendship. 

Her  affectionate  and  Christian  sympathy  will 
long  be  remembered  by  those  who  have  been 
supported  by  the  soothing  accents  of  her  counsel 
in  the  clay  of  their  calamity,  and  animated  by 
her  encouragements  in  their  season  of  trial. 

In  the  cause  of  truth  and  righteousness,  she 
always  took  a  deep  and  lively  interest,  and  was 
ever  ready  on  all  proper  occasions,  to  give  her 
support  to  those  doctrines  which  she  honestly 
and  sincerely  believed  to  be  the  doctrines  of  the 
Bible. 

When  the  providence    of  God  made  it   her 

duty  to  remove   to  M ,  it  was  with  much 

pain  and  many  deep  regrets  that   her  friends 

in  D and  the   vicinity  consented  to  her 

separation  from  their  social  circles  and  Christian 
intercourse. 
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Dignified  and  affable  in  her  manners,  she  was 
well  qualified  to  adorn  the  more  conspicuous 
station  in  society  to  which  she  was  now  raised. 
But  her  heart  was  more  devoted  to  the  cause  of 
religion  than  to  the  distinctions  of  the  world, 
and  the  elevated  place  she  was  now  called  to 
occupy,  she  regarded  only  as  the  means  of 
increasing  her  opportunities  of  advancing  the 
interests  of  the  Redeemer's  kingdom. 

In  M — . most  of    her  associations   and 

communications  were  of  a  religious  character. 
She  entered  with  her  whole  heart,  into  those 
objects  which  were  calculated,  with  the  blessing 
of  heaven,  to  promote  a  revival  of  religion. 
Frequent  meetings  with  pious  females,  for 
religious  and  benevolent  purposes,  seemed  to 
rouse  her  energies,  increase  the  ardor  of  her 
piety  and  give  a  rapid  elevation  to  her  Christian 
character.  In  the  late  revival,  in  particular, 
Mrs.  B.  seemed  to  be  a  recipient  almost  without 
measure ;  and  it  was  remarked,  shortly  before 
her  lamented  decease,  that  her  graces  shone 
with  uncommon  lustre .  During  her  short  sickness, 
those  graces  were  called  into  exercise  in  a  most 
remarkable  degree. 

To  her  Christian  friends,  who  surrounded  her 
dying  bed,  her  patience  appeared  to  be  complete, 
her  resignation  perfect,  her  faith  unwavering, 
and  without  an  intervening  doubt, — her  hope 
confident,  even  to  assurance,  and  her  benevolent 
concern  for  the  salvation  and  spiritual  good  of 
all  around  her,  unmixed  with  the  least  degree  of 
selfishness.  She  conversed  with  her  family  and 
other  friends  with  a  composure  and  elevation  of 
sentiment  which  astonished  all  who  heard  her* 
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No  one  who  called  to  see  her,  and  many  were 
the  friends  who  crowded  about  her  bed  of  death, 
failed  to  obtain  counsel,  warning,  exhortation, 
or  reproof,  according  to  her  views  of  their 
character. 

Her  reason  was  unclouded  to  the  last,  and  the 
closing  scene  was  full  of  mercy.  Having  just 
said,  "  I  seem  to  see  my  Saviour  clothed  in 
glory  !"  she  reclined  her  head  on  her  husband's 
arm,  and  in  fifteen  minutes  fell  asleep  in  Jesus, 
without  a  struggle  or  a  groan. 

O  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  Let  me  die  the 
death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be 
like  her's  ? 

Another  disciple  of  Jesus  has  thus  been  added 
to  the  long  list  of  those  who  all  died  in  faith. 
Although  a  sound  and  cultivated  mind  had  done 
much  to  render  Mrs.  B.  a  pleasing  companion 
and  friend,  it  was  religion  that  gave  the  charm 
and  finish  to  her  character.  Her  religion  was 
remarkable,  not  so  much  for  the  ardor  of 
excitement,  as  for  its  uniformity  and  consistency. 

A  steady,  but  continual  growth  in  holiness 
was  visible  in  her  character,  and  her  path  was 
as  the  shining  light,  that  shineth  brighter  and 
brighter  unto  the  perfect  day. 

Upon  the  excellence  of  her  Christian  character 
her  friends  will  ever  delight  to  dwell  with  the 
tenderest  recollections ;  and  to  her  bereaved 
husband  and  weeping  children,  she  has,  in  her 
example,  bequeathed  a  legacy  far  more  precious 
than  gold  and  silver." 

The  devotion  of  our  mother  to  her  family  was 
so  entire,  that  she  would,  on  no  account,  leave 
us  for  one  night.     A  few  months  before  she  left 
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us,  to  be  seen  by  us  no  more,  she  was  urged  to 
go  from  home  lor  a  day  or  two.  She  replied, 
"I  cannot  leave  my  children."  But  when  her 
Heavenly  Father  called,  she  was  ready  to  go, 
and  cheerfully  to  resign  her  earthly  treasures. 

On  the  Saturday  preceding  her  sickness,  we 
were  all  seated  about  our  happy  tea-table,  and 
thought  not  that  death  was  at  the  door.  That 
night  our  dear  mother  was  seized  with  sickness, 
but  she  alone  apprehended  danger.  Sunday 
morning,  with  perfect  calmness,  she  spoke  of 
leaving  her  family.  Her  mind  seemed  to  pass 
with  great  rapidity,  from  one  to  another,  and 
her  remarks  and  directions  with  regard  to  each 
were  as  if  she  was  assured  she  had  but  a  day  or 
two  on  earth.  With  anxious  affection,  she 
spoke  of  a  son  absent  at  an  Academy,  and  said, 
"J.  will  be  distressed  when  he  hears  that  his 
mother  is  dead."  In  an  agony  of  surprise,  we 
entreated  her  not  to  speak  of  leaving  us.  With 
perfect  composure,  she  replied,  "  Does  it  distress 
you  ?  My  reason  may  not  long  be  continued, 
and  when  I  am  gone,  it  will  be  a  satisfaction  to 
know  that  I  was  ready  to  die."  It  was  said  to 
her  that  she  would  soon  recover,  she  replied, 
"  Perhaps  so — but  God's  time  is  the  best  time. 
I  may  never  be  better  prepared  to  leave  the 
world."  The  evening  before,  she  was  in  health, 
but  when  morning  came,  she  was  agonized  with 
sickness,  and  fully  assured  that  her  sickness  was 
unto  death.  A  few  months  before,  she  would 
not  listen  to  the  proposition  to  leave  us  for  a  day 
or  two.  Now  with  tranquillity,  she  gave  us  her 
parting  blessing.  Grace  triumphed  over  earthly 
grief  and  earthly  love.     During  the  next  night 
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her  sufferings  were  severe,  and  she  often  said, 
"  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  patient.  You  know  not 
the  pain  I  endure."  But  peace  and  gratitude 
prevailed  over  suffering  nature.  When  we  sought 
to  minister  to  her  relief,  she  said,  "  How  many 
mercies  I  enjoy — more  mercies  than  judgments." 
******      q  I  }low  ]-mc|    a   husband 

and  children."  No  murmur  escaped  her,  but 
she  submitted  to  painful  remedies  without 
complaint,  although  apparently  without  hope. 
To  relieve  her  sufferings,  her  physician  would 
have  administered  an  anodyne,  but  she  begged 
him  to  give  her  no  potion  which  would  cloud  her 
intellect,  or  impair  her  reason.  She  constantly 
sought  to  prepare  those  who  loved  her  for  her 
departure.  Once,  at  night,  she  urged  a  daughter 
to  retire  to  rest,  who  answered,  "  I  cannot  leave 
you,  Mamma,  'till  you  are  better."  "Then,  my 
dear,"  she  replied,  "  you  will  never  leave  me." 
Monday  evening,  a  council  of  Physicians  were 
present,  and  gave  a  favorable  opinion.  Then, 
and  once  only,  and  but  for  a  moment,  did  our 
mother  seem  to  expect  and  hope  for  recovery, 
while  we  almost  constantly  rejected,  with  grief 
and  dismay,  the  idea  that  she  would  leave  us. 

"  We  sought  to  stay 
An  angel  on  earth,  a  spirit  ripe 
For  Heaven,  but  Mercy,  in  her  Jove,  refused." 

She  often  said,  with  an  expression  and  tone, 
never  to  be  forgotten,  " I  know  in  whom  I  have 
believed,"  "  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth," 
"  It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  Lord  than  to  put 
confidence  in  princes."  To  a  daughter  supporting 
her  pillow,  she  turned  and  imprinting  a  kiss, 
addressed  a  few  words.     It  was  with  a  smile 
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celestial  she  spoke,  a  countenance  in  which  love 
and  pity  were  mingled.  Precious  legacy.  That 
mother  and  daughter  were  alone,  together,  for 
the  last  time. 

On  Tuesday  morning,  her  physician,  in  sorrow 
and  with  sympathy,  told  us  that  our  mother 
could  remain  but  a  few  hours  with  us. 

Alas  !  the  agony  of  that  moment — the  moment 
when  Hope  leaves  the  anxious  watcher  about  the 
sufferer's  bed.  But  our  mother  was  no  sufferer 
now.  Pain  and  sickness  had  done  its  part,  and 
yet  the  angel  spirit  lingered  awhile  with  those  it 
loved.  The  spirit  seemed  to  hover  between 
earth  and  heaven. 

"  Faith  and  hope  to  Heaven  ascending 
Love  still  lingering  here  below." 

"  Can  it  be  that  I  am  going  to  leave  my  husband 
and  children  ?"  she  said  in  touching  accents.  "  I 
sometimes  think  I  shall  come  to  them,  but  no, 
they  will  come  to  me."  Ah  !  that  "  Can  it  be  !" 
how  deeply  was  it  echoed  from  our  hearts,  and 
how  almost  vainly  did  our  affectionate  Pastor 
attempt  to  console  us  in  view  of  an  event  which 
seemed  to  us  impossible. 

In  life  and  health,  deeply  and  truly  as  our 
mother  loved  and  honored  religion,  and  although 
her  life  was  a  commentary  of  its  pure  precepts, 
yet  she  was  retiring  and  diffident  in  expressing 
her  views. 

But  on  the  last  day  of  her  life,  in  animated 
strains,  she  addressed  the  friends  who  surrounded 
her.  She  exhorted  those  who  had  no  hope  in 
Christ,  to  flee  to  him  for  refuge.  She  entreated 
professors  of  religion  not  to  follow  Jesus  afar 
off,  and  begged  her  pious  friends  to  watch  over 
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her  children.  Earnestly  and  affectionately,  she 
conversed  with  her  children,  adapting  herself  to 
the  capacities  of  each.  Through  that  whole 
day,  without  weariness  or  pain,  she  spoke  in 
elevated  strains. 

"  My  husband,"  she  said,  "  I  know  you  have 
faith  in  God."  She  often  repeated,  "  Let  not 
your  hearts  be  troubled,"  &c.  "  In  my  Father's 
house  are  many  mansions,"  &c.  Observing 
some  one  in  tears,  she  said,  "  Though  he  slay 
me,  yet  will  I  trust  in  him." 

She  spoke  of  her  Saviour  as  the  "  one  among 
ten  thousand."  Thoughts  of  earth,  thoughts  of 
the  endearments  of  life,  seemed  occasionally  to 
cast  a  shadow  of  sadness  over  her  spirit.  She 
said,  "  The  places  which  now  know  me,  will 
soon  know  me  no  more,  forever."  And  again, 
"  When  I  look  into  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
death  seems  gloomy,  but  when  I  raise  my 
thoughts  to  Heaven,  the  view  is  animating." 
Ere  she  passed  from  the  loved  home  which  God 
has  given  her  on  earth,  to  His  mansions  above, 
visions  from  that  Heavenly  world  seemed  to 
beam  on  her.  The  name  of  a  dear  friend,  who 
had  passed  the  summer  with  us,  was  mentioned, 
on  that  last  evening.  That  friend  had  been  sick, 
but  a  recent  letter  from  her  father  had  given 
information  of  her  convalescence.  To  our 
surprise,  our  mother  said,  "  Elizabeth  is  very 
sick,  if  living  ;  perhaps  I  shall  soon  meet  her  in 
a  better  world."  The  letter  which  bore  the 
tidings  of  our  mother's  death  to  the  parents  of 
Elizabeth,  found  them  weeping  over  the  loved 
but  inanimate  form  of  their  idolized  child.. 


18  RECOLLECTIONS     OF 

A  short  time  before  our  mother's  death,  she 
seemed  not  inclined  to  speak,  unless  in  answer 
to  our  questions,  wrapt  in  thought,  calm  and 
serene.  Wishing  to  hear  her  speak,  a  question 
now  forgotten,  was  addressed  to  her ;  she  replied 
in  tones  like  one  lost  in  contemplation,  "  /  seem 
to  see  my  Savior  clothed  in  glory."  Once,  fearing 
that  she  was  insensible,  a  daughter  anxiously 
enquired  if  she  knew  her.  "Know  you,  my 
dear  ?"  she  answered,  with  an  expression  seen 
only  in  the  eyes  of  the  dying,  "  I  trust  I  shall 
always  know  you, — know  you  in  a  better  world." 

These  were  almost  her  last  words.  For  how 
could  we  intrude  on  her  tranquil  happiness,  and 
by  our  earthly  love  recall  the  spirit  from  its 
beatific  vision.  Tearless  and  silent,  at  midnight 
hour,  we  watched,  until,  as  an  infant  falling  into 
a  gentle  slumber,  she  slept  in  Jesus. 

We  were  borne  with  her  glorified  spirit  almost 
to  heaven's  gate,  and  for  a  while, — alas !  how 
short  a  time, — we  were  enabled  to  forget  grief, 
to  forget  ourselves  and  our  desolate  hearts  and 
home.  Too  soon,  alas  !  did  we  realize  that  we 
must  return  with  bereaved  spirits  to  earth — to 
meet  no  more  the  beaming  smile  which  had  ever 
greeted  us.  But  in  the  midst  of  sorrow,  God 
remembered  mercy — and  the  recollections  of 
that  beloved  mother  are  embalmed  in  our  hearts, 
her  example  is  treasured  in  our  memories,  and 
now  when  far  from  the  "  green  land  of  our  home 
and  our  dead,"  her  love  lingers  still  around  us. 

"  A  mother's  love  with  death  alone  declines 
And  say  ye,  white  robed  angels,  dies  it  then?" 
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The  peace  and  serenity  of  that  dying  hour  has 
robbed  death  of  his  terrors.  "  Precious  in  the 
sight  of  the  Lord  is  the  death  of  his  saints." 
This  inscription  is  carved  upon  the  simple 
monument  which  marks  the  spot  where  our 
mother  sleeps,  in  the  village  grave-yard — in  our 
Highland  home. 


